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his proposal. The three faces expressed little, and that
without conviction. Only Bergfeld had known anything
of it, before, and his face was the most doubting.
" I don't know in the least," went on Michael, " what
you think of it ; but you all want jobs—two of you out of
doors, and you, Boddick, don't mind what it is, I think."
" That's right, sir," said Boddick, " I'm on."
Michael instantly put him down as the best man of the
three.
The other two were silent till Bergfeld said :
" If I had my savings	"
Michael interrupted quickly :
u I'm putting in the capital; you three put in the brains
and labour. It's probably not more than a bare living,
-but I hope it'll be a healthy one. What do you say, Mr.
Swain ? "
The hair-dresser, more shadow-stricken than ever, in the
glow of Fleur's Spanish room, smiled.
" I'm sure it's very kind of you. I don't mind havin*
a try—only, who's goin' to boss the show ? "
" Co-operation, Mr. Swain."
" Ah ! " said the hair-dresser; " thought so. Bat I've
seen a lot of tries at that, and it always ends in one bloke
swallerin* the rest."
" Very well," said Michael, suddenly, " I'll boss it. But
if any of you crane at the job, say so at once, and have
done with it. Otherwise I'll get that hut delivered and
set up, and we'll start this day month."
Boddick got up, and said : " Right, sir. What about
my children ? "
" How old, Boddick ? "
" Two little girls, four and five."
" Oh ! yes ! " Michael had forgotten this item. " We
must see about that,"

